XXV
AT Nikolskoe Katya and Arkady were sitting
in the garden on a turf seat in the shade of a
tall ash tree; Fifi had placed himself on the
ground near them, giving his slender body that
graceful curve, which is known among dog-
fanciers as 'the hare bend.' Both Arkady and
Katya were silent; he was holding a half-open
book in his hands, while she was picking out of
a basket the few crumbs of bread left in it, and
throwing them to a small family of sparrows,
who with the frightened impudence peculiar to
them were hopping and chirping at her very
feet A faint breeze stirring in the ash leaves
kept slowly moving pale-gold flecks of sunlight
up and down over the path and Fifi's tawny
back; a patch of unbroken shade fell upon
Arkady and Katya; only from time to time a
bright streak gleamed on her hair. Both were
silent, but the very way in which they were
silent, in which they were sitting together, was
expressive of confidential intimacy; each of
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